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together. Will not the result be that you
will neither speak nor write to me ? You
, were angry with me, you said. Was it just,
and had I deserved it ? Had I not your
promise ? I am beginning to know you,
and that is, I think, what saddens me so
often. There is in you a mixture of oppo- |
sitions and of contradictions so strange that
it would enrage a saint.

LVL
Thursday, March i, 1843.

SATURDAY, then. It is a long time since
we have had a quarrel. Do you not think it
preferable rather than our anger of former
times ? You still have a defect: that of
making yourself so Scarce. We see each
other hardly once in a fortnight. Each time
there is a new crust of ice to be broken. I
am to you like aft old opera which you need
to forget in order to see again with pleasure.
I, on the contrary, would love you more if
I saw you more. Prove to rtie that I am
wrong, and appoint a day when I can see
you soon.oven. Yet youhere is happiness only m
